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OF All. THE PURE, 
UNAPUITERATED SAIL 
I HOPE YOU KNOW 
WHERE TO FIND THEM 
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PHE WAS BEAUTIFUL, IRRESISTASLE-'NOR COULD THE HOPELESS 

SUICIDE RESIST HER WHISPERED PROMISE I I' WAIT/ WAIT A Li I i LB WMILe 
TO DIE.' WE'LL GIVE YOU A HUNDRED THOUSAND DOLLARS —THIRTY DAYS 
TO SPEND IT LIKE A KING.' BUT AFTER THAT YOU MUST DIE THE WAY WE 
TELL YOU." 1 IT WAS NOT UNTIL THE? LITTLE MAN HAD CHANGED HIS MIND 
AND WANTED TO LIVE, THAT MIGHTY AAANHUNTBK ENTERED THE PICTURE- 
MID FOUND HIMSELF REGISTERED FOR A PERMANENT REST CURE AT SUICIDE 
SANITARIUM/ 
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INTAKE HIM ^ 
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SIASH MV 1 
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LATER, WHEN THE POUCE HAVE COME AND MAN. 
HUNTER. HAS RETURNED TO HIS NORMAl IDENTITV... 
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For manv months 
now this mvsterious 
masked man,thou6h 
he has aided the 
police in manv wavs, 
has &een a constant 
annoyance to the 
authorities with his 
meddling... 



THIS MAN WHO 



HAS AT LAST OIVKW 
US DEFINITE EVIDENCE 
BY AIDIN9 AND ABET- , 
TIN© THE MUBDEB6E. 
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BALLOONSfDEATH 



OLD PUCK ran screaming 
through the sugar cane. The 
devil was after him! It was 
bearing down on him at aston- 
ishing speed — a huge, swollen, 
grotesque devil that seemed to 
float silently across the knee- 
high canes. 

Old Puck, panting, stumbled, 
clutching at his scrawny throat 
He sprawled into the wet canes 
and kicked a few times; then 
lay still. His breathing had stop- 
ped. The small patter of rain 
fell, wetting his black face, beat- 
ing his tattered clothes into the 
mud. It soon became a down- 
pour and heavy measmic fog be- 
gan lifting from the sodden 
ground — a ghostly cloak for 
• Death! 

Workers in the fields next 
morning found old Puck's body 
and carried it into the plantation 
owner's house. William Grant- 
land was shocked. 

"Old Puck!" he exclaimed. 
"Dead. Not a mark on him 
either. MustVe been heart 
trouble." 

They buried old Puck in the 
little cemetery on the hillside 
above the house. A crowd of 
weeping, wailing blacks made 
up the funeral procession and 
as Puck was lowered into his 
grave a distant mutter of drums 
crept across the dank valley. 

Voodoo drums! 

Bill Grantland, big planter, 
Wasn't quite certain about a lot 
of tilings. Puck's death seemed 
natural enough, but Bill had 
the idea that there were some 
things not explained about it. 
He was sure when, the next 
morning, some of his cane cut- 
ters carried Sime Suma, his 
foreman, into the house. 



with Grantland for seventeen 
years. He was dependable and 
well liked by the workers. Who 
had killed him — if he had been 
murdered? And why? 

There were no marks of vio- 
lence on Suma's body either. 

"Something mighty strange 
going on around here," Bill said. 
"And I'm going to find out!" 

That night Bill Grantland 
rode far out into his cane fields, 
keeping his eyes open. He had 
no idea what he was looking 
for ; he only knew that a 
strange doom rode the cane 
fields — and he meant to unravel 
the mystery. 

Bill rode quietly, watching 
the pale disk of moon slide 
above the palms to the east. A 
thin mist writhed up from the 
ground, making fleecy blankets 
just above the cane tips. Bill 
shivered. Even after all these 
years he had spent in Puerto 
Rico, he always felt a shiver 
when riding around at night. 

A soft throbbing of drums 
echoed from the low hills. Voo- 
doo! The weird ceremony had 
started. Strange deaths always 
started the cultists to practicing 
their unholy rituals. Bill had 
seen one or two of these un- 
earthly rites. He had seen 
bodies rise from opened graves 
and walk, blindly, but under 
some hypnotic spell. He had 
seen the priest run a gleaming 
sword through one of these 
mummies and withdraw the 
blade — bloodless! The living 
dead! 

Bill pulled his horse up near 
a wide, steaming marsh and sat 
watching the moon climb higher. 
He was unaware of the great 
gray shape that floated toward 
him from across the swamp. It 
moved slowly, making a slight 
hissing sound. 



Suddenly Bill's horse reared, 
throwing him into the mud. His 
head swam and his eyeballs 
burned with a terrible throbbing 
fire. He couldn't get up. He sank 
farther into the mire. His horse 
had leaped twenty feet and fal- 
len in a heap, dead. 

Bill tried to call out, but his 
throat contracted. A raging fire 
swept through his body — 

They found Willaim Grant- 
land the next day, half buried 
in the swamp morass. They 
found his horse. Both were dead. 

The planters of the great val- 
ley held a mass meeting. Things 
had gone too far. These deaths 
were beyond the pale of expla- 
nation. Something must be done 
and done quickly. The detect- 
ives of several cities got on the 
case, but made little headway. 
There was nothing to start on, 
let alone get their teeth into. No 
reason for the crimes — for 
crimes they were, everyone felt. 

Grantland had no enemies, at 
least none that anyone knew 
about Nor had the blacks. Then 
why had they been "removed"? 

"That's the only word that 
seems to fit the case," said Dick 
Mace, young American detect- 
ive of fame. " 'Removed.' Some- 
one wants this valley for some- 
thing. They are using some me- 
thod of killing so as to frighten 
the others out." 

Ramon Perez, police chief, 
shook his head in a baffled man- 
ner. "Dick," he said, "I've 
known you a long time and I've 
always trusted your deductions. 
But this time I think you're on 
the -wrong track." 

Dick smiled. "Time will tell, 
Chief. Give me a few days." 

Another death occurred in 
the valley that night. In fact, 
two deaths. This time the vic- 
tims were a young mother and 



her Infant daughter They lived 
in a shack on the Grantland 
plantation. Both were found 
dead in bed the next morning. 

Dick was in the late Bill 
Grantland's office when news 
of the new deaths arrived. He 
didn't bother to look at the la- 
test victims. He knew there 
would be nothing to identify 
the mode of death. The only 
thing he had brought with him 
from the police chief's office was 
8 small calibre automatic pistol 
and an air rifle 

Shortly after midnight Dick 
get out, afoot, across the cane 
fields It was a dark night, with 
a him o* rain. The mists were 
rising and an occasional streak 
of lightning stabbed across the 
southern sky 

Dick walked carefully, every 
sense alert After about an hour 
he halted at the edge of the 
swamp A soft hissing came from 
the darkness and he quickly 
put on a mask He waited, mo- 
tionless. The hissing grew 
louder Then he saw it — an 
enormous, globular thing swim- 
ming toward him just above 
the morass. 

Moving carefully Dick lift- 
ed his air rifle and pulled the 
trigger The huge shape ex- 
ploded with a loud pop and a 
cloud of dense gas came rolling 
toward him He crouched low 
er while the cloud of gas or fog 
passed over him. 

Acting on a sudden impulse, 
Dick lay down on a dry portion 
of the swamp and didn't move. 
Soon he heard a sound as of 
someone walking stealthily to- 
ward him. He snatched off the 
gas mask and stuffed it into a 
pocket. Then he lay quietly with 
his eyes closed and his right 
hand grasping the automatic, 
still in his pocket. 

A figure came slowly toward 
hhn and suddenly the blinding 
glare of a flashlight lit up his 
face. He lay still. 

Tht nwn came closer and 



POLICE COMICS 

then snapped off the flash. Dick 
leaped erect, flooding the new- 
comer with the beam of his own 
flash and covering him with his 
gun. 

"Up with 'em and keep 'em 
up!" snapped Dick. 

The man, a smallish, scowling 
chap, raised his hands, snarling, 
"Smart guy, eh? You — " 

"Til do the talking," Dick re- 
torted. "Right now it's start 
walking, and no monkey busi- 
ness, Mister!" 



"Take you in for the murder 
of several innocent people." 

The man grunted. 

"What was your idea? 1 ' Dick 
asked. "Why did you kill all 
these people? Were they your 
enemies?" 

Silence for awhile Then: 

"I wanted the valley I tried 
to buy these poor sugar -raising 
fools for years, but they re- 
fused to sell. I had to have that 
valley, or lose my life-—" 

"You mean,* Dick inter- 
vened, "someone was threaten- 
ing your life unless you got hold 
of the valley?" 

"Yes. The Gestapo — the 
Fatherland" 



"Oh," said Dick. "And just 
why did they want the valley?" 

"Helium. There's loads of it 
in this valley. It's what I used 
in my balloons." 



"I injected another kind of 
gas into the helium— a deadly 
gas the Gestapo furnished," re- 
plied the man. "You must'va 
worn a mask, or else—" 

Dick laughed. "Fortunately T 
guessed part of the truth before 
I started out to find the cause 
of these crimes." 

"If I'd had another week or 
so, I might have got away with 
it," said the man in a despond- 
ent voice. "Now—" 

"Did you ever hear that old 
truism, Crime doesn't pay?" 
Dick said softly. 

The man suddenly jumped 
to one side and whirled. A pistol 
flashed in his right hand, mo- 
mentarily out of Dick's flash- 
light beam, But Dick fired in- 
stantly, and the stranger yelled, 
clutching .his shattered wrist 
where Dick's bullet had plowed 
through. He dropped the gun. 

"Better take it easy from now 
on in," Dick warned him. 
"There's five more shots in thif 
gun." 
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SH£LLJITTmUGH£RWAY 

INTO-YOUR H£AW... 
DONt MISS THIS LITTLE MISS/ 
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„ w HEN cheerful, 

thoughtful 
Ray't&ncolH, 
the wizard of 
Scien.ce, dons his 
Weak suit of armor, 
he becomes the 
Kvman "Bomb 
—for a strange 
Scientific accident 
has placed in his 
Smashing knuckles 
the power o£ a 
"WORLD OF # 

'Dwumiitf 




fj\n6 here's 4+ustace Throckmorton - 

*^ Hs side-kick ...and WHAT a kick.' --with -the 
power of a bomb in his tootsies / 




POLICE COMICS 




POLICE COMICS 




■ OLICE COMICS 



AN AVALANCHE FALLS ON 
THE HUMAN BOMB.' 
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IF HE'S IN AMERICA 
SEND A BOX TO 
THE BOY IN CAMP 

RECIPE ON EVERY WRAPPER fcVff/ 
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